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Author's Notes: 
Thanks as always to Heather for the beta and for the first line of the story. 


"Hal | told you it wouldn't work." 


His self-assured tone grates across the edge of my one remaining nerve. If | had any energy to get up off 
this couch, I'd be throttling Lars to stop him from giggling at my misery. Instead, | give him my best glare 
through my eyelids. 


After four fucking hours of helping Jason build the "perfect" dog run in the hot sun, you'd think the guy would 
have offered me dinner or at least let me come in and crash on the couch to recover. Give us time to talk 
and reconnect after my stint in rehab. Clear the air and give me a chance to apologize for being a bastard to 
him for longer than | care to remember. But noooooooo. Instead the guy gives me slap on the back, thanks me 
for my help, and gives me a bottle of water for the ride home. Fucker. 


| can't believe you thought you could just go over there, work in his yard for one afternoon, and he'd forgive 


all the shit you gave him over the past few years. You take up drinking again?" 


If Lars doesn't shut up soon, | will take up drinking again just so | can throw the empty bottles at his head. | 


just need to regain my energy so | can crawl over to the empty liquor cabinet. 


With relief, | hear him move off toward the kitchen. Relief that he's shut up and more importantly that | didn't 
have to move to accomplish it. I'm starting to worry how I'll handle a whole tour when | can barely deal with 


an afternoon building a dog run. It fucking sucks getting old. 


I've reached that boneless state when your body has just given up the idea of ever moving and started 
enjoying it in a brain-dead way when | hear Lars coming back. Shit, | knew | should have just crawled away 
when | had the chance. Now I'm trapped on the couch with Mr. | Was Right coming back to share more of his 
good mood with me. In desperation, | decide to try the oldest trick in the book and hope he falls for it. As | 


hear him getting close to the couch, | let out a little snore. 
| hear him sigh at my dramatics. Guess | should forget about that second career in the movies. 


I'm debating opening my eyes when | hear the sound of ice clinking in a glass. That gets them open in a hurry. | 
wouldn't put it past the fucker to dump ice on me. He's done it in the past. 


When | open my eyes, | see him holding a glass with ice in one hand and a bottle of Arrowhead in the other. 
Okay, I'm starting to remember why | let him stay in the band. 


| manage to reach up with my hands to accept this incredible gift that my best friend has brought to me. | 


really, really love Lars at this moment. 


Of course, when the fucker moves them out of my reach, | decide that | should give Tommy Lee a call and 
find out if he's available for studio work If nothing else, making fun of his hair in the 80's will keep me 
entertained and out of Bob's hair for hours. 


Lars smirks then pours the water into the glass and hands it to me. Okay, forget Tommy Lee. Now that 
Tommy's clean and sober, he could probably kick my ass for ragging on him. Better stick with the drummer 


whose non-existent fight moves | already know. 


As I'm drinking the water down, Lars sits down beside the couch, stretches one arm across my waist, and 
leans his head against the side 

of my stomach. When | look at him, the teasing expression is gone and 

all that is left is concern. 


"Don't worry so much about it. Jason is a lot less pissed off at you now than he was a year ago. He'll forgive 
you. It will just take more time than you thought it would. There was a lot of shit thrown Jason's way for a 


lot of years. He isn't going to get over it in a few weeks." 


l'm pissed at him for sounding so sure. Despite what | had told him before | went over to Jason's house this 
morning, I'd become damn sure that there was no way in hell that Jason was ever going to forgive me. | 
figured that I'd give it a few more tries, then write it off as one regret that wasn't going to heal. For him to 


be so sure, when | was so decidedly unsure about it, pushed my anger button hard. 


"How the fuck do you know that he's gonna give in and just forgive mel | treated him like crap for years, put 
down all of his musical ideas, and basically made the last few months of Summer Sanitarium a living hell for 


him and you think that he'll forgive me in a few weeks? Which one of us has the drinking problem?" 


By the time I'd finished yelling at him, | was sitting up and had thrown his arm off of me. | was expecting him 
to be at least a little hurt for yelling at him, but | could see that all my tirade had done was piss him off. 
Okay, maybe | hadn't pushed his arm off. Maybe he'd taken it off me. 


"How would | know? Jesus Christ! How stupid can you be? Who the fuck was right beside you doing those 
things to him? Huh, motherfucker? Me, you dumb fucker, and | wasn't even drunk when doing them. | don't 
have the excuse that you do. | just did them because | was a fucking mean, petty, bastard to him. But he 


fucking forgave me, you ass, so he'll fucking forgive you too!" 


l'm more than a little stunned. Not by Lars’ yelling, 'm used to that, but by the fact that | forgot who my 
partner in crime had been. | never had to worry about my decisions to torment Jason because | knew the one 
person who could stop me was backing me up. Lars was right beside me when time and again | told Jason that 
his songs couldn't be on the albums, when | came up with some horrific prank to pull on him, or when | just 


got in his face for whatever the reason of the moment was. 


Lars had always supported me. The only time he stood against me was when they all realized that | needed 
help for my drinking. He didn't back down then and wouldn't give up on me until | realized that | needed help. 
Looking back now, | wonder if unconsciously knowing that Lars didn't have my back was part of what helped me 
realize that | needed help. 


Looking at his pissed-off face right now, | realize I'm a fucking lucky bastard to have him as my friend. At 
least one good thing came out of all that time in rehab. | now know how to accept responsibility for my 
mistakes and work on fixing them. 


"Sorry. You're right.” 


The look his face gets as it goes from pissed to surprised make me give a little laugh. "What you thought | 
spent all that time in counseling and didn't get anything out of it?" 


He loses that surprised look and gives me a grin. "Nah, figured that considering how long it took for all that 
therapy to sink it would be a fucking long time before we saw any real world application of it" 


l'm starting to feel all those hurts again that | forgot in my anger, so | lie back down again, batting him across 
the head as | do so. When he's a little too slow getting back into his previous position, | reach and pull his arm 


across me again, then push his head against my side. He smirks at me and bounces it up again. | push it down, 
He bounces up again. | keep doing it and he keeps bouncing up until we are both laughing so hard. Damn, | 
missed doing stupid things like this with him when | was in rehab. By the time we finish laughing, he head is 
back on my side and my hand is resting on his head. 

"Lars?" | ask after a minute or two of silence. 

"Yeah?" 


"He'll really forgive me?" 


Lars tilts his up a little to | can see his face better. The look on his face is serious, but reassuring. "He loves 


you, James. He'll come around” 


| feel one of those weights that | carry around inside of me lighten a little bit. It will work out. Eventually. I'l 


get my friend back, and maybe someday we'll make music again together. 


Until that day, I'll take the good things | can get and that includes spending the rest of the day sitting with 


Lars leaning up against me. Sometimes life is good. 
"James?" 
"Yeah, Lars?" 


"I told you it wouldn't work." 


